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Seventeen 


Author's Notes: 
Fun fact-For Guns N' Roses’ recording of Johnny Thunders! You Cant Put Your Arms Around a Memory on The 


Spaghetti Incident?, Duff McKagan played every instrument used in the mix. The recording is 100% him. This fic 
is dedicated to Nexus. 


Guitar - acoustic, today. 

It doesn't pay to try, all the smart boys know why. 

1185 

Beep. "Hey Duff, its zy, the guy from the phone booth Hope this is the right number, | couldn't remember if it 
was a six or a five. Anyway, if this is you, we should meet up at my place tomorrow and jam or something Ive 


got plenty of beer in the fridge. 187 North Fuller Avenue. Lemme know." Beep. 


D. G. Bm. D. 


It doesn't mean | didn't try, | just never know why. 
1986, 


Beep. "Hey, its lz. Dont fell the rest of them but | think Freelight is gonna fall through - because motherfucking 
Geffen might be interested We've gotta meet with them, pronto. This is either going to be our big break or it isn't, 
and we both know were the only ones with enough sense to negotiate or whatever. Come over as soon as you 


can, | bought some blow last night and we can figure this shitstorm out. Seeya soon" Beep. 

The pick's slipping a little bit - my hands are damp with sweat. | need a drink or something. Need a phone call 
Feel so cold and all alone, baby, you're not at home. And when I'm home, big deal, I'm still alone. 

1187 


Beep. "H, its me. Guess you're off fo the video already. Sorry Im going fo be late, Ax is probably freaking out, | 
know. Ran off fo the reserve at about eleven last night. Listen, its at Park Plaza and 450, right? Im about to 
leave my hotel room, HI be there in about an hour. Make my excuses fo the cameras, just lke always." Laugh. 
‘See you." Beep. 


Bass tracks. It feels good to lay them down, comfortable, even if my fingertips do hurt. | need to lay off the 


rock, my skin's getting weak as hell 
Feel so restless, | am. Beat my head against a pole, try to knock some sense down in my bone. 
1987 


Beep. 'Hi be at the auditorium in five, okay? Just tell Ax fo calm the fuck down Hold down the fort til I get there, 
you're good at that. And tell the Crue | said hey." Beep. 


| take off the riding gloves. I'm not onstage, there's no point, but its a habit to have them. They hurt like fuck 
on my skin. | leave the bandages underneath on. They're foreign to my eyes when | look down, cotton without 
black leather on top. 


And even though they don't show, the scars aren't so old And when they go, they let you know. 
188 


Beep. "Um, hey. Its me. Listen, do we need fo talk or something? The Ritz was great. | mean, fuck, | mean we 
played great. You know what | meant. You already knew that." Sigh. ‘Look, Im sorry, okay? Didnt mean for us fo - 
for us fo - well, you know. Things went too far, and Im sorry. Didnt mean to act like a fucking schoolboy. Can we 
Just forget about this? Shit, man, call me back." Beep. 


The thrum of the bassline is vibrating throughout my entire body, jumping through my heart. It's the only 
thing that makes my heart keep beating. Thump, thump, thump. Thrum black and blue. 


Don't try, don't try. 
188 


Beep. "Hey, man, its Izzy. Fucking congratulations from me and the rest of us. Tell Mandy we said hello, be good on 
your honeymoon, and party hard! You know, | um, I really - | mean, have a good fucking time, dude. Talk fo you 


soon." Beep. 


Electric tracks today. Josh looks at me funny when | walk into the studio. You look like hell. Thanks very much, | 
know. l'm absolutely cracking, just falling apart at the seams. | don't care, but | do. It's all so heavy and l'm 
tired of thinking. | want to snort, drink | want to play. | want a phone call. 


You're just a bastard kid, and you've got no name. 


1188 


Beep. "Duff! Duffl Holy fuck, dude, pick up your phone! Were number one, man! Appetite is number fucking one on 
Billboard 200! Woooo0000! Party at Slashs! We did it, man! We fucking did it!" Beep. 


I'm playing a really nice electric, too rice. | remember when equipment like this would have been impossible, 
worlds and worlds away. We catapulted into another galaxy. Things have sort of fallen apart, though, and 
there's nothing | can do about it. That's life, though. It doesn't bother me sometimes. My nose hurts. 


‘Cause you're living with me, we're one in the same. 
1989 


Beep. "Hey. Iz here." Sigh. "Im thinking a lot. Overthinking, probably. Youre the only one thats really gonna 
understand anything | say. So Patience is in the top four. Funny, isnt it? You know. | mean, you were there when | 
wrote if, you know what kind of frame of mind | was in And then it ends up sky high on the charts Every 
musician's dream, right?" Silence. "Sorry, | should stop calling so late. What's the time? fuck, its three, are you 
serious? My bad Just, call me back, okay? Im feeling weird." Beep. 


Drums. | miss Steve. So much. | miss the way things used to be. | have to wear the riding gloves with 


bandages underneath to hold the sticks. 
And even though they don't show, the scars aren't so old 


1187 


Beep. "Oh, man Oh, god, Duff. Im so fucked up right now. Sooo fucked up. Hey, | missed you when you went fo 
Chicago. | missed you a lot. Nobody there after the nightmares. Well, Axl was but, you know, he's not you 
Goddamn, man. | cant even explain | feel so messed up right now, I just want you to be here. | miss you so bad | 


fucking love your smile, have | ever told you that? Its so damn hot, kinda crooked | miss you Im fucked up." Beep. 


It doesn't seem like that long ago that we were backstage at the Inglewood Forum. | won't ever forget that. I'm 
thinking about it. The drumming brings it up. Him playing New Rose, fuck me. He played it for me. Me on 


drums, him on guitar. | love that song. | loved it more when he played it. 
And when they go, they let you know. 
1190. 


Beep. "Hey. Hey man, its Izzy. Slash told me about you and Mandy. Im sorry. | uh | hope youre doing okay. Gimme 
a ring if you feel Ike it." Beep. 


Vocals. They don't sound too good. I'm talking funny because my nose hasn't stopped running for days. It's all 
the partying. Too much coke, too much vodka. Inarticulate. But Johnny wouldn't care and neither do |. 


You can't put your arms around a memory. 
1790 


Beep. "Hey. Its late, sorry. Im thinking a lot though, and | think youd probably get what Im thinking | can't believe 
Steve's gone, man. | mean, | know we didn't have a choice, but it still blows It just blows. You know? ‘Cause now 
things can't ever really be the same. | mean, they weren't anyway, with Dizzy joining It's so fucking funny to me, 
that is. But now its really changing, huh, Duff? Things sure are changing. Look, call me back, okay? | have something 
fo tell - we need to - look, just call, okay? Bye." Beep. 


"It doesn't pay to try - all the smart boys know why." That's right. It doesn't pay to try. But we all do it 
anyway. | did, and | still do. 


You can't put your arms around a memory. 
1990 


Beep. "Duff. It's Izzy. Look, | really wish | hadn't gotten voicemail. | guess youre still at the Palladium. | need to talk 
fo you. Look, okay? We've been doing this for a year now. And | know we said it didn’t mean anything, that were 
Just buddies, blah blah blah. Okay? And at the time, | really thought that was a good idea Like, | really thought that 
kind of thing was gonna work. But times change. Obviously, look at our band! Look how much everything's changing 
Everythings changed, and Ive changed too. Okay? | woke up this morning and | cant wait anymore, | can’t even wait 
for you to pick up. | love you. God, Im an idiot. | can’t take it back now, though Just - make of it what you will and 


for God's sake, call me." Beep. 


"Feel so restless." | am. | am restless, I'm stagnant. I'm stuck in a cycle of rushes and rushes that don't mean 
anything anymore. | want to be done but | don't want to make the effort to change. Life is funny. My throat 
hurts when | sing. | keep going. 


You can't put your arms around a memory. 
NI 


Beep. "Hey, Blondie." Laugh. "Howya doin? Dont worry about me, Im out in the Mojave on the bike. Hi be back in 
fme for the warm up show at Warfield God, dont tell Ax, but the thought of this tour is killing me. | wanna stay 
out here for a while longer, but duty calls, and you know about that, Duffy. Okay. Im thinking about you and HI see 


you soon, okay? Love you." Beep. 


Josh is getting more worried by the day. | tell him to stop mothering me. | don't want his concern - it makes 


me nervous. When I'm concerned, everybody else can be concerned. And I'm not. Not really. 
You can't put your arms around a memory. 
194 


Beep. "Hey, Duff. The desk clerk said she'd play this recording for you, but she probably already listened to it 
Whatever. Weird to be back in Cal, huh? Weird not to be in LA. Forever tour, that's what were on Come make 
yourself social with me. Its just me and Treader on the bus - only one of us bites, and its not the dog" Laugh. 
‘Fuck, forgot that girls probably listening to this. Shit, | don’t care. Just come down, okay? F you ever feel like riding 


with me instead of on the plane, you know youre always welcome. See you soon" Beep, 


| finish the vocal tracks on Saturday. | can't stop thinking about the Illusion tour. Should have done the bus 
instead of smoking crack with Slash on the jet. Can't change it now, though. Probably wouldn't have made a 
difference. | miss the crowds. | miss the cheering. I'm exhausted, but God, | feel lonely. 


You can't put your arms around a memory. 
194 
Beep. "Hey Duffy, its Iz. So were in Finland, huh? Come down to the bus | want somebody to talk to. You'd be my 


first choice. Duff, its so fucking dark out, but the moor's like a spotlight. Im just sitting on the hood smoking a 
cigarette and thinking about 1988 About us Duff, | love you. Get down here." Beep. 


| go into the studio for mixing, but mostly | just sit back and watch Josh and Rick work their magic. | don't 
even feel like giving input. I'm feeling too out of it. The wine is making me feel bloated as hell and | know | look it 


too. Too much rock, as well. Can't work up the energy to care. | need to sleep. 


You can't put your arms around a memory. 
nI 


Beep. "Hey, its me. | heard you've got Pearl Jam over at your place, so you guys are probably nipping the roof off 
instead of answering phone calls. Duff, Im not trying fo tell you how to run your life, but fake it easy, babe. Youre 
putting yourself through the mill And | know I sound like a hypocrite, argh Just fake care of yourself, okay? And 


call me when you can Love you" Beep. 


The mixing's done on a Tuesday. | call Axl and tell him. He's distracted, by what, | don't know, but his tempers 
even shorter than usual. | just get the information across and get off the line as soon as possible. l'm jittery, 
high. Wide awake but exhausted. | almost call Matt, but don't. Instead, | sit on my front porch and smoke a pack 
and a half. Try to stop thinking so much. 


You can't put your arms around a memory. 
NI 


Beep. "Hey baby. Its me." Sigh. "I know you kinda already know this, but Im going to tell you anyways. Im leaving 
Like, leavng-leaving. I's been crazy. | just dont want to do it anymore, though. You already know this stuff, why 
am | felling you? Two year tours? A horn section? | mean, cmon. Remember in the eighties - remember how we 
all used to be? Fuck, | miss those days, Duff. But | guess the only constant thing in life is change, isn't that what 
they say? Anyways What I really called fo say is this - | love you I love you so, so much You are the moon and 
the stars, okay? | love you more than anything in this world And even though Im leaving the band, | really don't 
want fo leave you Im giving you that decision, though. Just, call me and tell me, fell me what you wanna do. | love 
you more than anything Duff. | love you so fucking much I know you're not leaving you're too fucking loyal, and 
who knows, maybe youre still enjoying it. Im not going to put words in your mouth | want to stay together. | want 
fo be with you for a long time. | dont want one thing falling apart to lead fo another. fl be waiting by the phone, 


okay? Call me as soon as you can | love you, I love you." Beep. 


Its an amazing thing to be loved deeply by someone that doesn't love many things in the first place. It is an 
incredible feeling. Josh plays back the mix for me on Wednesday. 


You can't put your arms around a memory, you can't put your arms around a memory, you can't put your 
arms around a memory. 


NB 
Beep. "You have no new messages and seventeen old messages." Beep. 


Don't try. 


Don't try. 


